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domestic hearth-stones of this country,

at luk o'clock in the morning, orn the |

eFenngE Sahbath Schaol at @ o'clat A, M. |
“meeting every Thursday evés ot 7 | was born in Pompey, a quiet, agricultural

oclock. gt oo 3o Rheger [10%R i Onondaga county, N. Y, |

Weiah lf”"’*._" R S g , at | Family name was Sara G. Clarke, which,
Past e h':l* 2 ‘_"‘ S k. | by her marriase with Mr. Leander k.
14 lock, and im the e ‘ : - = = " I
oo Cobinnl ait | Lappineott, of l']!l]:itll-!;'—hl;l. in October | brambles,
mecting he §i last, is aguin changed ; but the appella-
w and ftion by which shie will be best known in

the isi-tn-"_\_.' of American literature, is that
under which she made

y ‘" Wet _ hier carliest ap-
p Pranalin pearance in the field of authorship, and
< = ,attracted a multitude of appreciative and |
. Y ' admiring readers,
<4 1 = Tie frst yuirs of }l-"l' (.'h:.l!'”]w'ul woere
. - W Leovo, Pastorack- | spent with her parents, and a large family

o if brothers and sisters in a pleasant rural

home in her native place.  lere she ae-

B L _',’;' e, quired that face-to-face familizrity with na-
S i Sl ) 1 ; :[_ ture, that wild passion  for out-door sports
e Cworning ot Wlock | and exercises which made hera sort of |
SR by 4 ek in the eves Die Vernon at an enrly age, and which, if

we may judze from her writings, the ex-
periences of maturer life has never guite
taken out of her heart. No one but a
1 « . L | geonine commtry-girl, with eye and  soul

‘:’l'\II‘:-' CLOSE. alive to all the eachantments of woods,
. 5 o'clot M. | and waters, and verdant fields, could have
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v - 63 M. | given the diserintion of Beauty which we
£l Liils from H"‘""T""";'m T Lind in one of her Illtlili-“'“l_':! lettors.— |
A re 4 nad Kol “Beauty,” says the jocound Grace, “is no |

) L -‘,1 '.'.1 3 anlg. | fracile, ronwed. and powdered bull-roon:
M. ‘ i helle; but n wild., blooming, vicorous

PR —————————

.'i...; i ) ‘. i?r. L 2

; sparkling Uundine, amid creen dells and
| S . ' I‘.A - “,lﬂ___ -!‘:niu".-_' wiitor .’:‘::-. i!"l’ r}'t‘ ﬂ;l_‘-ilf‘.‘ﬂ not
; s i e e T | baek the elaring brillianey of the gay sa-
[ ik . n Sumdnysso | lpon, but warm sanshine snd elear star-
KN T | ieeht s und her volee 12 not taned to the
) " . | harp and enitar, but sines with the wild-
" RAILROAD SUHEDULS | l)irli and lanrhs with the rivalet. Hele
WILNORE ."IT'\’_”“'\" g | herself was no luxurious hubitant of a
- S e b i 7.4 | marble palace, with silken couches and
} et ‘:-";': . 12.3 | velvet curpets, bat ree _:.'n-d benecath the
Muil Trair E Jindes and daneed snind  the dews andd
Fast Lin N =% | movine spiendors of the sacred mountains
- s = wrea | of the Gods. The Muses and Graces were
cot l.‘ e (“.,Fl( i all young ladies of rural propensities and
Jiuizes af the Conrts.—President, Ho h = o A
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| Essler, Richard Jones, Jr | A little incident of her childhood is
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Nierifl.—Robert P. Linton. .
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Meveantile Appreiser —F rancis 1 :;-r_w‘ Sid s o that b i‘r(':'.;ei.u_-‘_i holl
3 Auditors.—Recs J. Lloyd, Daniel Cotthe pony;

my mother was areatly displeased. I sup-
wose I made a very odd appearance. [
vas swinging my bowonet in my hand, for
had & natural dislike to any sort of eov-
- ring for the head. My thick dark hair
ERENSRBURG E_S_i_)_ll. 0[-‘[“(‘”:1!!. become unbraided and was l:l;‘n:\"f:_:;:
Jusiices of the Peace.—Duvid H. Rokver my eyes. [ was never very fairin

v Hawk.

'y Suri ey u'_:—iil".[_\' !':(".'.II-J-T!.
r.—Peter Dougherty.

i Superintendent of Common Schools.~—%
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{ ish, David Lewis, Richard Jones, "'.‘. the shoulder, set me down in a chair,
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t very gently, and looked at me with a
al frown on her sweet face. She told
+in plain terms that I was an idle, care-

ehild !

Edward Glass, William Davis my mouth, and swung my foot lmt:kl
7T dalard Llass, ilee Vis. - n e e i P |
& Treaavrer of School Board—FEven Mogd forth. She said I wus a great romp !

Yousteble —Gearge Gurley, wated my lip, and drew down my black

15 Taz C. fleetor —Qearge Gurley. brows.,  Nhe said I was more like a
1

Arstazor.—Nichnrd T. Davis, 2 d younzagnaw than a white girl!  Now
Iulge of EI etiop.—David J. Jone g7 A v 1 " rhat T called
Navid 11 Paberta. Daninds Was too much; Hwas what T callec
ot ) itting upon fact=" amud “twag not the

I put my finger in one corner | e ~ : P
| Pli]cd the puor white I.‘n:.-‘-iifc tor l'l'."-ll’lg shut A ) d ] LA e
| - For his part, productions, under the signature of “Grace

¥ g USRIy 9 e bt n Al
| e should die of such a dull lifo, he knew | Greenwood,” were contributed to the New

|_BIGGRAPHICAL SKETCH. |ew tofish,

The gifted writer who has won such a | I slid out of the house that evening.

nviiph of the sounntaing, a boundine. |

| - =
g roumd.  The boy laughed,

mplexion, and my face, neck, and arms | like a dog, and struck her across the face
& - with his spoon.
|

! he should.

complexion bad been touched '

upon with-
out due regard for my feelines.

I wasnot

l:|_'\ 1 Tll‘l‘.

I telt that what s 1e said was
neither more nor less than an insnlt ; and
when she went out to see about supper,
aud left me alone, I brooded over her
words, wrowing more and more out of hu-
mor, till wmy naughty heurt beeame =o hot
and big with anger, that it almost choked
me. At last, I bit sy lip and looked
very stern, for I had made up my mind to
something great.  Before [ lot you know
what this was, I must tell vou that the
Onondaga tribe of Indians had their vil-
lage not many miles from us. Every few
months, parties of them came about with
| baskets and mats to sell.
five or six had been to our honse that Very
morning, and | knew that they had their
| encampuent in our woods, about halfa
wile distant. These I knew very well,
and had quite a liking for them. never
thinkine of I ine atraid of thein, as lh:“_\
| always seemed kind and peaceable,

“Po thiem I resolved to ,-;-rin my trouh-
]-‘. 'iq!in'_'.' “‘liul'.i lt_-;lt'h me to weave lmhk-
and to shoot with the bow and
They would pot wmake me stundv,
rb mintets, and ‘.'!11":,' \\'l-:ll'! Iu-\-._'f

find fanls with mvy dark comiplexion. |

HIToOw.

BHor wen

1 réwember to this 11'.11. how .-'u!l."} and rij'l'.'

| ran swiftly till I reached the woods 1

under the nuwe of Grace Grerxwoon, | did not know which way to oo to find the

| encampment, but wandered about-in the

Her | gathering darkness, till 1 saw a light glim-

mering through the trees at some distance.
| I made my way throurh the bushes and
and aftera while eame upon my
| copper-colored friends. 1n a very protty
place, down in a hollow. they had Luili

them some wigwams with waple suplings, |

LS r.‘ﬁ_‘!i with - ht'!iiiill'k 1"'12;_:}:.-.
were in the sroup two Indians, two

'flluel‘n'
and a boy about fourteen vears old.

]}‘.:l
I miust ot forgct the baby. or rather patp-
| pouse, w ho was lving in a sort of eradle,

made of a laree, hollow piece of bark, |

which was hane from the broneh of a tree
Ly picces of the wild grape-vine, The
young squaw, its mother, was swinging it
baek and forth, now far into the dark
shadows of the pine and hemlock, now
cut into the warm fire-licht. and chanting
t to the ehild some lndian lullaby.

l :-.i]i:uﬂ:,'; while the lm'y I;l_\ un the ground,
J' playing lazily with a great yellow hound,
| which looked mean and starved. like ali
| Indian dogs.  The old siuaw was cooking
| the supper in a large iron pot, over a fire
| built ainong a pile of stones.

i LH

sqquaw, and looKiug up into her rood-hu-
mored face, said, 1 eome to live with you,
and fearn to make basket=. for I don't like
my home.! She did not say any thing to
me, but made some exelamation in her
own langasgee, and the others came crowd-

A ."!il-!lk e
by the hand, and said T was a brave wirl ;
the old Indian grinned horribly and
his Lhand on my forehead, ';-::r..\'in;:,
“What a precty hicadto sealp I 1 seream-
ed and hid my face in the

R
(P iry

laid

{ first time that the delicate question of my

to blame for being dark,—1I did not make |
myself,—I kad scen fairer women than |

A company of

| I i nimnsy -‘!f
utation around the | Rever stopped onee, nor looked round, but

The |

(mwen sat ou a log, smoking gravely and

some time, 1 did not dare to oo |
forward, but  at last T went up 1o the old |

{most spoiled by livine in the house and

zoing to school, but he hoped that, if they |

took me away and EAVe e a new nule,
and dressed me properly, they might make
something of me yet.  Then 1 asked him
what he wae ealled, hoping that he had
some grand Indian name, like Uneas, or

Miantonimo, or Tushmalihah : but he said |

it was Peter.

He was a pleasant fellow,
:lil'l

while he was talking with me 1 Jdid
not care about Iy home, bat  felt VEry
brave and squaw-like, and began to think
abont the fine belt of wampuin, and the
head-dress of gay feathers, and the red
| leggings, and the yellow moceasins T was
going to buy for myself, with the baskets
I was woing to learn to weave. But when
he left me, and I went back to the wigwaui
aud sat down on the hemlock boughs by
myself) somehow I eouldn’t Keep howe out
ol my mind. I thought first of my moth-
er, how she would miss the litfle brown
fiiee at the suj f-.~1'~!".]r!--. and on the :-:I-

‘I"“', ‘-r_‘.' the fuir fuee of I:I‘Y 1-‘1:1-‘4-_'.'1-»! sis-
ter, 1 thoucrht of my yvoung brother, Al-
].-._-:-:, t.-;'_\.'in'_ himselt” w r.-l‘ op, biehnse I was
Host. 1 thoushit of my {ather and brothers
| b\’;mrttllin_._' thr--u__;h the orchard and barn,
and going with lizhts to look in the mill-
Agauin, 1 thought of my mother,
! }a--\'-. when she fi ared I was -ET'I:,\'I!t"l. shi
would cry bLitt rly, and be sorry for
whit sheé had said about my dark “om-
plexion.  Then § thoueht of myself, how

SUrdain.

vory

[;IIKE.;JI'_‘,'}JEII }1: i.l.i‘r!‘I\. E'll'l'._"r*- tor eon ‘!'ill_r_'.
jand no body to tuck e up.  What it it
should storin betore morning, and the higzh

tree above me should be struck Ly light-

| ning! What if the old Indian should not
| bea tame savape after all, but should take
a faney to set up the war-w hoop, aud come

and scalp me in the widdle of the night !

“The bell in

! !'ur I]ill:',

the village chareh rang
This was the hour for evening
1

= I'-_ TR | 1
'!1 Yollons at hie

» UL

I 1'.-n: round 1o see
| ity pew friends were preparing for wor-
o)

e,

::;l-. But the old Indian was already
| fast asleep, and as for the youanger one, |
feared that a1 mwan who indileed himself
| in beating his wife with a wooden spoon
would hardly be liL-‘l'\' to lead in farily
prayers.  Upon the whole, [ concluded
! was among rather a heathienish
| Then I thought again of home, and doubt-
| ed whether they would have any funily
worship that night, with one lamb of the
| flack grone astray. I thousht of all their
grict and fears, till T felt that my hecart
would burst with sorrow and repentance.,
for I dared not cry aloud.

“Suddenly, 1 heard a fumiliar sound st
a little distance,—it was Carlo’s bark '—
Nearer and pearer it came ; then | heard
steps coming fast through the crackling
brushwood ; then little Carlo sprang out
of the dark into the fire-light, and h!upcd
upin me, licking iy hands with joy.
wis followed IJ_\' one of my elder brothers,
and by wy mother! To her I ran. 1

sel.—

er, forzive me ! forgive me?”  She

sed me to her heart, and bent down and
kissed me very tenderly, and when she
did so, I felt the tears on her dear cheelk.
¥ “l1 need ]m!‘u'l:. say that | never again
nudertook to muke an (,‘Hr»luln;;;t sepuaw of
myself’, though my wother always held

ep on Iln- ]l;ti‘ni :l‘.::l?:-l. '.i'}lh '

" to the

promise of rising genius.

They at

contributor, reached forth to her the hand

of friendly welcome, spoke those words of |

1-3 Yur .
kindly enconragement which are so

ful and precious to the heart of the tizaid
]

once discerned the sterling merit of their

o FALC-

aspirani, and challenged for her writings
the public favor, whick they have since
| enjoyed in no stinted measure. In the

recillections of those eminent men, we ar

| sure there can be” few brighter passapres

thau the effective sympathy which on this,

as well as on nawerous other occasions, |
1}1:"}‘ have aecorded to the modest efforts |

of youthful genius.

be reckoned the

may “Ariadne,”

Among the poetical pieces which at-
tracted the greatest share of admiration.

the

“Horscback Ride,” and “Pvemalion”—
Thev wop SR
hey were succeeded hy various commnsi-

tions in pro=e, which at onee attracted no-

tice, piqued curiosity, and made the name |

of “Gruce Greenwood”’ a prime favorite
smone the
e «y 9
to the widely
day. In e
i:li"!il'*'-. .'-[u'
» 1.0

| iau.:h’

amneetion with other literary

for 2 year. Her first volume,

out in 1850, by Tickpor, Recd & Fields
of 7 Wanis

tales, =k

I.“ur!nil. i1
showing
exuherant vivacity of
sular advantaze. In 1851
she published a volume of
an :m!u.ir:-.i.«!-- jli'.l.'n;}r‘ ‘-‘{--!‘-‘,‘-!rm-k, L:;:I:ul
"”irtul':«‘ of ‘.\l'\ Pots.” A seeond
of “Grecnwood wus issued
tollowing year, und also another Juvenile
work, called “Recollections of my Child-
fhlm!,” ::.n'ln uf these cxeclient wurks fur
the jn'!‘th:l.l of young :-l'wlii\_' :Ih'.‘n;_'h not
! 1’\':'!‘}' 3
| has been received with cordial delicht as
[ well in England as in our own country.

-

tehes, and lettors,

Feni

al powers
the writer to st

Leaves"

| without a charm to readers of

nre )

bn the spring of 1852, Grace was ena-
bled to carry inio effcet o long-cherished
desire to visit HI:'.'--;{. She passed
ﬁf‘lw'll 1!]--1:[!:34 i.'t !‘:lr;;l:n:si. .'"‘l_':-fl:m-i.
| Innd. l'!':nw-_'. Tt I_\.'. and 'l‘}‘t‘ﬂi.
| her native love of urt by the si

IT(’-
eratifying

nuimerous popular eontributors

] . . ]
lated magazines of the

was the editor of the “Lady's
cnn-
tl'.lif'nj "'irn { -’.hm:(i l.v.(.'-_*:,” Wis !’_rlu:‘.l' }L 1

It consists of a collection of

the

.‘-'f‘:'il'!"

“ P U.:-',“ and {

the | of

of whom mortal tongue can say little but

that be is Love,

Her Jamilarity with external nature is
ey ;iicl L-‘.‘o:l‘)‘ W lu'I‘u ill ]!ul‘ writin 8. —
She rejoices in wil natural objects. Eve.
ry flower that blooms, every animal that
sports in the open air, every fresh plant
oi spring, every sweet breeze of heaven,
wuches the cords of sympathy within her
soul, and inspires the Hueut melody of her
But her chiefest strength is in the
| warin glow of her affections.  Herein sheo
exhibits the true glory and Joy of a sincere
woman.  Her thoughts ever cling to the
old domestic fireside us the heaven of her
young imagination. The paternal hearth-
stone is the weird Jacob’s ladder of her
memory, peopled with angels, and open-
ing the passage to brighter worlds. She
| loves her parents, her brothers and sisters,
with a love that can find no expression for
its exuberant tenderness but in the impas-
| sioned langunage of poetry.

| Her k ad spirit s beautifully blended

VETse.

with the sentiment of reverence in spite of

occasional awdacious sallies on the detec-
tion of false s and pompous pretepse.—
With the I ely Instinet of genins, she
worships it in others. Free from literary
rivalry, she is ever ready to do justice to
genuine claiws, and has found her chosen

friends s muag those whom u less Lenerons

natiure would have shuuned as compeiitors
in the race for fume.
1
It is not to be denied that she sometimes
cives offense to execilent people, who mis-
take her frankness of manner for a want
feminine reseive, amd her sarcastie
and public humbugs
for a superfluous wickedness of temper
that delights in the wholesale slanghter of
' the innoeents. But all this is due to the
want of the early training which inculcutes
hypoerisy as a virtue, and fritters away all
[ robnst, natural feeling in the ninecing
phraszes of polished a pathy. Grace Green-

| lllr;u;mrri. s on social

about | ber childhood and in this fidelity lies the

secret of her success.
In the maturity of noble womanhood

ht of its | her genins is donbtless destined to still

choicest specimens in the callerics of the higher triumphs than she has vet achieved.

poetry in the sec nery and sugrestior® of a
{ r!'t_':‘_:ll ]:l!;". 17-51!1172‘_' an ;;i't:l?:;imri!!l'r “"]'Lh
several of the most attractive celehrities
inliterature, and enlivening the socisl
cireles 1n Eugland in which
\'t‘ﬂ.flll[)‘ rl'l'l'i‘-l'l.! !':o. [l*\' rl"‘-i“lll‘."‘;
tious of her wit, [-Ecpi'uit'}‘. uri_;:i:mliT:-‘. and
Youngz Ameriean freedom frowm the smooth
petrifuctions of European society.
returned from her trunsatlantic
Aungust lust, and has since prepared a re-
cord of lier travels, entitled “Haps and

e |

Il'r‘c'\:- |

VO S‘ll:““-‘h | that I was dark ru::u;_ch to be one, q“.i 1

blue cloth skirt. She spuke soothingly, | SUppose 1] \\-'_I.H would still beur her out

and told me not to be atruid, for no l:lhl}' | Hi fer opinton.

would hurt rue. She then took wé to her :

wigwiun, where T sat down and tried to | Parents removed to the city of Rochester,
g

make myself at home. v L !

dida’t feel quite comfortable. After a | tional advantoges of that place, and gained
. - - = . TN . < S O

while, the old squaw took off the pot, and | ber” first experience of the socizl life to

While she was =till a school-givl, her

But somehow 1|Where she enjoyed the excellent eduea-

of that spirit of enterprise and romance | that is, a dish of corn and beans, cocked | ittached.

This was suceotash, | Which she h;is_ _n-nminwl !‘nt]tl!.-iu:sl.i(!l.l]i-\‘
Writine several vears after, |

with salt pork.  We all sat down on the | Grace pays a feeling tribute to the tempo-
i . . . TV residonos nf sy iy TS 3 B
ground near the fire, and ate out of great | Y&y residence of her e ly years. “Ro-
wooden bow :P-, with wooden SpOons, which (‘Il(_‘nlc.‘l‘, she Says, Twas jor some vyears

I must say tasted rather too strong of the
pine. |
means,—but ate
wanted, aud pretended to relish it, for
fear they would think ill-bred. T |
would not have had them know but what |
I thought their supper served in the very
Lest style, and by perfeetly polite and gen-
teel ]-!‘ulilc. I was a .l;-lilt; .-iiﬂt‘ln'li, how-
ever, by ene incident during the meal.—
While the young squaw was helping her
husband for the third or fourth time, she
accidentally dropped a litile of the hot
succotash on his hand. He growled out

e

I thought that she show-
ed a most Christian spirit, for she hung
her head and did not say any thing. 1
had heard of white wives behuving worse.

“When supper was over, the boy came | her time  in Washiagton, Philadelphia,

and laid down ut my feet, and talked with
me zhout living in the woods. He said he

up in houses all their days.

ile promised to teach me how |
to shoot with the bow and arrows, to snare |
partridges and rabbits, :uui_ iy other
things. He said he was afvaid 1 waz al-

But I did not say so then,—by no |

| and of pleasure; bLut as a sphere of labor,

my well-beloved home; here it was that |

spent my few school-days ; received my

a grest deal more than T | trifle of book-knowledge; tor mueh loarn-

ing Las never yet made me ‘mad’ or ‘blue.’ |
It was here that woman's lite first opened :
apon e nol 48 a romanee, not 4s 4 tairy
dream, not as a zolden heritare of ‘bL':LlJIJ

and care, and endurance ; an existence of

many eidoris and few suceess 23, of cager
and  great aspirations, and slow and puir-
tial renlizations. Lite has thus far been
to me severely earnest, profoundly real,
and my days of romantie pleasures and
ideal visions are yet to come.”

In 1843, she vremoved, with her parents,
to New Brighton, Pa., where she has sinee
resided until her recent marriage, :!ilhuugh
speading & very considerable portion of

Soon after her
removal to New-Drighton, she commenced
Ler career an authoress. Her first

and other eastern cities.

as

orle Mirror, then under the editorial care
of George P. Morris and N. P. Willis.—
The brilliant lterary fame of both th._n.«cl
gentlemen did not make them indifferent

=non be i:-ru»_-tl i?l ]}m—'hlli. l.r'»' '_!'ii_'klmr.
fteed & Fields. This volume. it may be
predicted, will possess as great an juterest

[ for the public in  general, us any of he
| dared not look her in her eves, but hid mv |
face in her bosom, sobline out, “O moth. |

previons works,

B r 1 . Feege ¥ 1)
observation and never-failine flow of' =pis
iz singnlarly adapted to give a liv-

nerreotype skoteh of her imnpres-

Vith lier aceuteness of

1
Mishaps of @ Tour in Europe,” which will

Old World, gining fresh materials for Inspired with the lofty democratic senti-

meut of the age, looking upon the course
of Humanity with the natural piety of
feeling which finds good everywhere and

| 4 Wiays l:iblui_":i for ﬂ::-lm:&.t, :-}Ir.' “i” yet aid

1 |
S4C¢ Wus |
attrac- |

the approach of the cra which has rarely
been  better deseribed than in her own
clowing words :—+While it iz ours to Ja-

bor and to wait, it is a joy to know that,
. )
She |
tour in |

amid her degradation, her sorrow, and her
crime, Farth still cherishes deep in her
bruised heart a sweet hope, holy and in-
destrnetible, that ‘the day of her redcu]p.
tion draweth nigh.’! The day foretold by

| the fire-touched lips of prophets ; the day

whose coming was hailed l.:,' the mAartyrs
in hosannas that rang through their pris-

| on-walls xnd went up amid the flames.—

| Jesus iu

‘*i"!"*. and h‘t.*’ doubtless i!u?-valiu.l in lh:.- |
produciton a sertes ol salient commentss on

life aund society, as it passed under

uick and penetrating

]II (}a'!-tij-‘r. 1855
publication of “The
monthly juvenile issued in Philadelphia
’*_\' ,‘\II‘.- l;:}-lr:.r-'!!_'-'ft, \‘.!.:l'h ]'i I- !'.ﬁr Lo lnl'u\'l'
a favorite with young readers as
the collection of stories heretolore prepar-
ed for their entertainment,

In the writines of (Grace Greenwood we
discover the perpetual influence of her
personal character. There are searcely
any authors whose produetions are so much
F}ll.f l'.‘\‘]l]‘!.'.“'-.\illl'] of their own in !E'.'i:';lm!.:i:.‘.
Free from the trammel: of artificial liter-
ary taste, acknowledging no alleziance to
the absurd restrictions of the schools, loy-
al to the spontanceus inspirations of na-
ture, she dips her pen in her true woman's
heart, and bodies forth those fresh, beau-
tiful, and vigorous ereations, which are
never the fiait of conventional truining,
or of timid, erouching hmitation. [Fer
prore writings are pervaded by the genu-
ine spirit of poetry. Her poetry is the
utiera of a higlly imagina-
tive nature. "The laufter is usually more
carcfully eliborated, but both are free,
impulsive, often careering wiidiy in im-
petuous  flights, but always stamped with
the Impress of purity and o gencrous pur-
pose. In her I'recst strains, she sings as
the wild bird gings. The bobolink in a
clover field is not more merry than she is
m her mood of frolic gayety. At other
times, her song gushes forth in plaintive
meloiies, like the sweet, sad warblings of
the nightingale. But this is never her
Labitual state. Her temperament is too
genial, too vivacious, too tull of love tor
ull ereated things, to find content even in
the daintiest sweeiness of rapt melancholy.
lHer healthy spirit always rebounds un-
lia‘l‘ l!it: [ | i!l']ll"ilf of Iai'n?l_‘.!uus I'n!uu;“]
sympathies,aud of trust in the “dear (lod,”

i il
ey e Datogid.
.
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1 1
s colnmencad the

Fiattle Pilerim.” a

¥

a8 great

Eln-u iL.:;.It- nea

her |

i

The day ef the tulfilment of the angels’
be day of the equality taught by
teraple, on the mount, and
: the day of the peace,
'_r‘: v -I"-'_J?H l}f L;Ud."
———————
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the rest, and the

Tar Uskinpest CUT oF ALt —A jew-
clier, who shall be nameless, was appiied to
vy a nice Jlooking man to make a gold ring
fur him, having in it a blade very delicate
and kecn, councealed exeept on a narrow
serutiny, and opening with a spring. The
bargain was mwade (0 furnish it for thirty
dollars.  On the appeinted day the pur-
chaser appeared, paid the stipulated price,
which was fobbed very complacently, and
with an air of satisfaction put it on his
finger. The jeweller of course very inno-
cently asked what he wauted to do with
such an article, to which the reply was—
to cut open pockets with.

“Ah,” replied the jeweller, doubtless in
amazement, “how ean you do such things
witli such an imstruinent and wot be de-
tected 77

The performer replied that Lis art con-
sisted in diverting the attention of people
from everything that looked like design
upon them ; that he rubbed his forehead,
adjusted his hat, &ec., and that discovery
eazine too late. He then bade him good
morning and weat his way. Shortly af-
ter, the jeweller, as he walked round the
counter, was accosted by the elerk :

“What is the matter with your pauta-
loons 7 How came yon to tear them so ?”

“Nothing that I know of,” was the &n-
swer. “Where?”

& “'11_\‘, just look !

When, Io! his pocket was found®to be
cut by the artist, with his new instrument,
and his poeket-hook gone, ' with not only
the thirty dollars just paid, but fonr han-
dred Verdici of the publie :—
Served him right!

P
*——

be=ides.

£~ A Peonsylvania editer, in an ap-
peal to his patrons, says :

“The editor wants grain, pork, tallow,
candles, whiskey, linen, beeswax, wool,
and anythiog olso that he can cat?”

| wood has been faithiul to the dreams of

st e B
e — '




